picture is full of old people,” he would sigh, as if this were a penalty some- 
one else had inflicted on him. 

The preliminaries dragged on for months. In the beginning of March, 
1962, we began to discuss what my function would be. I wanted to write a 
day-by-day account of how the film was made. Fellini suggested that I 
become script girl—utterly oblivious to the fact that I knew nothing of the 
job. It seemed to me that this would be rather presumptuous on my part 
and very risky for him, and I resisted the suggestion. He finally allowed 
himself to be convinced, and dubbed me “on-set press officer.” A contract 
in due and proper form would be drawn up as soon as the date for the 
start of shooting had been set. 

“Meanwhile,” Fellini said, “take care of the American newspaper man 
waiting outside. He’s writing a book about directors. Find a biography for 
him, and bring him on Friday to watch the screen tests at Scalera’s.” 

The tests were put off until Saturday. I had the feeling that the film, 
for some mysterious reason, would never begin. Thus it was in full defiance 
of a strong superstition that I began recording the official beginning of this 
Fellinian adventure. The date in my notebook was March 10: 


“It is raining, it is cold, and it is too early to be up. My American col- 
league seems to feel no better than I do. He huddles against the door of 
my car in a hush heavy with sleep. Film makers may be morning people; 
journalists certainly are not. 

“Skirting puddles, through gusts of wind and rain, we run across the 
courtyard of the Titanus-Appia Studios, which, before the war, belonged 
to one Signor Scalera and are still known by his name. A youth in a white 
apron, running back toward the bar with a tray, gestures to us that we must 
go through the barbershop to reach Stage No. 2. Fellini has blocked off 
the main door, perhaps because of the bad weather, but more likely to 
discourage busybodies. 

“We emerge at the back of a dark stage. Beyond a barricade of machin- 
ery, in the dusty light of the dim ceiling lamps, anonymous figures con- 
gealed in silence. 


